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! P having lately forbid the coffee-houfes 

<3 at Paris to take in any Englifh news- 

; papers, was no more..than I ex- 

pected, after having in the Wor.ip 

of laft Thurfday-was fe’nnight, fo 

7 plainly and ‘iis declared my intentions of making all 
amen politicians. . But though his moft chriftian majefty 

thas thought proper to keep his fubjects in’ the dark as 
to the fcience of politics, yet I hear with pleafure that 
his emiffaries ig this eity are buying up large numbers 
of thefe my lucubrations, for the private perufal of that 
monarch and his minifters, and that a council is 
ordered to attend the reading of them as foon as they 
arrive’ 
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arrive. But for very good reafons, I have thoaght pro- 
per to change my intentions, and not to meddie with 
matters of ftate ; at leaft for the prefent. Indeed, to con- 
fefs the truth, I have lately received full conviction that, 
great as my knowledge isin 'politics, there are thofe at 
the head of affairs that know to the full as much as my- 
felf. Succefs is not always in our power; but if we 
are really to enter into a war with France, I have the 
pleafure of affuring the common people of England, 
that they may depend upon it’s being as well conducted 
as if they had the entire management of it in their own 
hands, or even if I myfelf was to prefide at all their 
meetings for fettling plans and operations. 

~'Furs and other reafons have enclined me for the 
prefent to lay afide politics, and to go on in the old 
way, mending hearts inftead of heads, or furnifhing fuch 
amufements as may fix the attention of the idle, or di- 
vert the fchemes of the vicious for at leaft five minutes 
every week. Of this kind is the following little piece, 
which I received fome time fince from a very ingenious 
correfpondent, who entitles it 

A MEDITATION among the Books. 

From every thing in nature a wife man may derive 
matter of meditation. In meditations various authors 
have exercifed their genius, or tortured their fancy. An 
author who meant to be ferious, has meditated on se 
myftery of weaving : an author who ‘never meant to be 
ferious, has meditated on a broomftick : let me alfo me- 
ditate ; and a dibrary of books {hall be the fubject of my 
meditations. 

BEFORE my eyes an almoft innumerable multitude : 
of authors ate ranged ; different in their opinions, as in 
their bulk and appearance ; in what light thall I view 


this 








this great affembly? Shall I confider ‘it as an ‘ancient 
legion, drawn out in goodly array under fit commandets ? 
or as a modern regiment of writers, where the common 
men have been forced by want, or feduced through 
wickednefs into the fervice, and where the leaders owe 
their advancement rather to caprice, party favour, and 
the partiality of friends, than to'merit or fervice?. ~~ 

SHatt I confider ye, O ye books ! as a herd ‘of cour- 
tiers or ftrumpets, who profefs to be fubfervient: to :iny 
ufe, and yet feek only your own advantage? No; let 
‘me confider this room as the great charnel-houfe of hu- 
man reafon, where darknefs and corruption dwell ; or, 
as a certain poet aptly expreffes himéclf, 


Where het and cold, and wet and dry, | 
And beef, and broth, and apple-pye 
~ Moft flovenly affemble. 


Wuo are they, whofe unadorned rayment befpeaks 
their inward fimplicity? They are /aw books, ftatutes, 
and commentaries on fiatutes. Thefe are aéts of parliament, 
whom all men muft obey, and yet few only can pur- 
chafe. Like the Spuynx of antiquity, they fpeak in 
znigma’s, and yet devour the unhappy wretches who 
comprehend them not. : 

THESE are commentaries on flatutes; for the perufing 
of them, the longeft life of man would prove infufficient ; 
for the underftanding of them, the utmoft ingenuity 
of man would not avail. 
~ Crue is the dilemma between the neceflity and the 
impoffibility of underftanding ; yet are we not left ut-. 
terly deftitute of relief. Behold for our comfort, an 
abridgement of law and equity! It confifts not of many 
volumes; it extends only to twenty two folio’s; yet as 
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afew-thin cakes may contain the whole nuftitive fub- 
‘ftance of a ftalled ox, fo may this compendium contain 
the effential gravy of many a report and adjudged cafe. 
‘Tue fages of the law recommend this abridgement to 
our pernfal. Let us with all thankfullnefs of heart re- 
ceive their counfel. Much are we beholden to phyfi- 
cians, who only prefcribe the bark of the Quinguina, 


when they might oblige their patients to fwallow the 


whole tree. 

From thefe volumes I turn my eyes on a deep-embo- 
‘died phalanx, numerous and formidable: they are con- 
troverfial divines: fo has the world agreed to term them, — 
How arbitrary is language! and how does the cuftom of 
mankind join words, that reafon has put afunder! Thus 
we often hear of hell-fire cold, of devilifh handfome, 
‘and the like; and thus controverfial and divine have 
been affociated. 

TueEseE controverfial divines have changed the rule of 
life into a ftandard of difputation. ‘They have employed 
the temple of the Mosr Hicu as a fencing f{chool, 
where gymnattic exercifes are daily exhibited, and where 
victory ferves only to excite new contefts. Slighting the 
bulwarks wherewith He who beftowed religion on man- 
kind had fecured it, they have encompafied it with va- 
rious mmute outworks, which an army of warriors can 
with difficulty defend. 

Tue next in order to them are the redoubtable anta- 
gonifts of common fenfe; the gentlemen who clofe up 
the common hizgh-way to heaven, and yet open no 
private road for perfons having occafion to travel that 
way. The writers of this tribe are various, but in prin~ 
ciples and manner nothing diffimilar. Let me_ review 
them as they ftand arranged. Thefe are Epicurean ora- 


tors, 
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tors, who ‘have endeavoured to confound the ideas of 
right and wrong, to the unfpeakable comfort of high- 
waymen and ftock-jobbers.. Thefe are enquirers after 
truth, who never deign to implore the aid of knowledge 
in their refearches. Thefe are fceptics, who labour ear- 
neftly to argue themfelves out of their own exiftence ; 
herein refembling that choice {pirit, who endeavoured 
fo artfully to pick his own pocket, as not to be detected 
by himfelf. Laft-of all, are the compofers of rhap/odies, 
Sragments, and (ftrange to fay it) thoughts. 

AmupsT this army of anti-martyrs I difcern a volume 
of peculiar appearance: it’s meagre afpect, and the dirty 
gaudinefs of it’s habit, make it beara perfect refem- 
blance to a decayed gentleman. This wretched monu- 
ment of mortality was brought forth in the reign of 
Charles the fecond ; it was the darling and only child of 
aman of quality. How did it’s parent exult at it’s birth! 
How many flatterers extolled it beyond their own off- 
fpring, and urged it’s credulous father to difplay it’s 
excellencies to the whole world! Induced by their foli- 
citations, the father arrayed his child in fcarlet and gold, 
fubmitted it to the public eye, and called it Poems by a 
perfon of honour. While he lived, his booby offspring 
was treated with the cold refpe@ due to the rank and 
fortune of it’s parent: but when death had locked up 
his kitchen, and carried off the keys of his cellar, the 
poor child was abandoned to the parith; it was kicked 
from ftall to ftall like a defpifed proftitute ; and after va- 
rious calamities, was refcued out of the hands of a vend- 
er of Scots-{nuff, and fafely placed as a penfioner in the 
band of free-thinkers. 

Tuovu firft, thou greateft vice of the human mind> 
Ambition ! all thefe authors were originally thy votaries ! 

They 
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They promifed to themfelves a fame more-<durable than 
the calfskin that covered their works: the calfskin (as 
the dealers fpeak) is in excellent condition, while the 
books themfelves remain the prey of that filent critic the 
worm. \ 

ComMPLEAT cooks and cenveyancers;. bodies of 
fchool divinity and Tommy Thumb; little ftory books, 
fyftems of philofophy, and memoirs of women of plea- 
fure ; apologies for the lives of players and prime minif- 
ters, are all configned to one common oblivion. 

One book indeed there is, which pretends to little 
reputation, and by a ftrange felicity, obtains whatever it 
demands. To be ufeful for fome months only is the 
whole of it’s ambition ; and though every day that paffes 
confefledly diminifhes it’s utility, yet it is fought for and 
purchafed by all: fuch is the deferved and unenvied 
charaCter of that excellent treatife of practical aftronomy, 
tthe ALMANAC. : 


« 
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